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The hour ayont the ten, 
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Gna the pleins o' Waterloo; 2) 
‘Baitons heroes; alwaystiue; hy 
To rights and iiberty. fe 
Fire your blood my vet/ran boys ‘ ; 
| Wsurpation’s yoke despie; 
| Slavery fa’s and slavery dies, 
Before brave British play. et 


Fee the haughty yuan: ‘comes, 
Sea his darling worl ke sums, 

Hear the rattling: o his dru es,” 
To sie sweet Freedom's sway> ce 
Weil divert him wi’ the chaims 
© our swords, and o' our arms ; 
de his eer we'll atrike our thats ms, 

That Britons shall be f: ee. a 


The’ hie guns like thufders roar, 
Fight like lions as before: — 
‘Gorgeor eters or kiss the gore, 
ie i weleomics bravery. 


By 

the tighent ‘g's fbe ay 
ning bhick th: louring sky— 
orturo and e¢uward fy, | 
March, nprene on wi Ane. 


Ses p st, and F Barope’s fons: 
is lang Jecisive blow, 

‘8 ceadly overt’ row, 
Free thrones and mon archy, 
BT Sem ber! y “O' renown, 
As fresh L await our crowa, : 
ty i 18 Britaia's: Owes, oe " ane 7 
Be for ward win + her plea, 


Mt BowNY Ie LN. 


d on hil’ & a’ lofty height, \ 
sy love to areg r S | 
Tid? and iagses f andl ys sport, o 
d Gee the ie "oe : 


esate a0°n | Oy: 5 
J ee E Gee! i'd ba the baw ‘e, st 


ae 


\ 


When dressing Nature busks the vale, 
_ Andsprinkles on her dews 
Her bonny silver mantle shines 

“Out o’ the clearest hue ; sae 2 age: 
Se neat and fair, wi sleadour rare, 

She dazzles a‘ our een; 
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